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| Bethink thee —might T not re toach thy Arlt 5 bd 


R 
A 


. "Ys ＋ 39 CY E GHz — a I 
O h. Stranger, ſay' thou, at enquires tbeuan ? 
7 wi 855 He does: ug waits a Kms, NN 
01h. Did he Il : 
His name and quality? 
„Slave. That be declin' d: 
But cal 2 himſelf thy friend. 
Orth. What may this mean Conduct the e to 
1 8 i m 
Perhaps ſome worthy citizen, return "4... 428 
From voluntary exile to „ e 
Once known in mnie e WY 1 Sadi. 
Ah, Sadi here! Wo r „ 14 N d l k 
My honour'd friend! e 
Sad. Stand olt—pollaie me not. 5 ä 
Theſe honeſt arms, tho? worn with want, diſdain 
Thy gorgeous trappings, earn'd by foul diſhonour, 
Oh. Forbear thy r: | reproaches : for begeath ++ | 
"This habit, which to thy miſtaken eye 7 


1 
7 
x 
d J "£ a 


3 


- 
+ 


Confirms my guilt, I wear heart be N 
As Sadi's to my king ST. 


_— di. Why then beneath _ ear wth 5, M71 
This curſed roof, this black eee . a 
Daꝛr'ſt thou to draw infected ne, jw 
The ſlave of inſolence O ſhame to dwell ga? 
With murder, luſt, and rapine i did he not; | 
Come from the depths af Barca's ſolitude, ; \._ ..... 


. With fair erer PF faith and firm alliance 2. 2 5 5 , - . 
Did not our grate! ful king, with op arins, 


Receive him as his gueſt? O fatal her!! 

Did he not then with, hat, adult'rous Se. r ered + 

Gaze on the Qyee een Zapbira ? Yes, 4 % 5 el 
infer 


Luſt gave th* nal whiſper to bis . 9 
And bade him murder, if he would enjoy! - 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabaſh'd. ing 51] 
Can'it wear the murd*rers badge. 5 „ 
O Miſtaken mn! „„. , 
Yet ſtill I love ͤö;́: i 


Still unprovok' 45 thy 3 intemperate wg ; P9916 CS: 


72 2 2. * » * 


u'd paſſion prompt me to licentious freechꝰ) q 


With the foul names of fear and perfidy 

Didſt thou not fly, when Barbaroſſa's Wen! | 
Reek'd with the blood of thy brave countr men 85 OB a 
W. hat then did T ?——Bencath LM hated RR EOS 
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- 'Tempts her to marriage: but with noble firmneſs, | 


'%  FARBAROSSA. | 


: * ji TN widow'd queen—— e zz 274 7 


In Pity ? s 
Orb. Yes, 844 Han is wieneſt, pity” fiay's me” 
Wiek honeſt gulie E did inroll my name ; 
Ia the black liſt of Barbaroſſa's friends: © 
| Tn hope, that ſome propitious hour might rife, 
When Heav'n wou'd daſh the murd*rer rom his throne, 
And give young Selim to his orphan'd people, 5 
Fadi. Indeed ! can'it thou be true! SIN 
O:b. By Heav'n, I am. . 
_ Sadi, Why then diſſemble thus W 
Otb. Have I not told thee? 
I held it vain, to ſtem the tyrant” s pow'r Sag 
By the weak efforts of an ill-tim'd rage. 
f Jack. 1 find thee honeſt: and with pride 


Will j m thy counſels. Can avght, my friend, be done. © 


Can out be dar- d? 

Oth. We groan beneath the ſcourge. . 
This very morn, on falſe pretence o vengeance, © 1 
For the foul murder of our honor'd king, Eee 
Five guilileſs wretches periſt'd on the rack. 

Sadi. O my devoted county 425 
But ſay, the widow'd queen my heart bleeds for 5. b 


Oib. If pain be life, ſhe lires: Hemm'd round by ter= 
Within this cruel palace, once the ſeat. K 


Of ev'ry joy, thro? ſev'n long tedious years 
She mourns her murder'd lord, her ext 'd ſon, - 
Her people fall'n: the murd'rer of her lord, 
Returging now from conqueſt'o'er the Moors, 


Surpaſſing female, ſhe rejects bis vow, e, 
Scorning the horrid union. Meantime he, = WE 5 
With ceaſeleſs hate, purſues her exit'd ſo n. 
The virtuous youth, ev'n into foreign elimes. 


d 
* 
* 
=O 
1 


Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A murd'ring roffian, 


Is ſent to watch his ſteps, and Plunze the e 


Into his puiltleſs breaſt. 


Sadi. Is this thy faith ! 
Tamely to witneſs to ſuch deeds of deer 
_ Give me thy poignard ; lead me to the tyrant. 


What tho? urrounding guards 


Oth. Repreſs thy rage. 
Thou wilt alarm the palace, wilt Leah a et 
_ Thyſelf, thy friend, in ruin. Haſte thee hence; 2 


5 * * 1 N tR 


- Haſte to the- remnant of our iy friends, . 5 ad 


. „„ BARBAROSSA. | i 
Asad let maturer councils rule thy zeal. © * 3%—N 
Sadi. Vet let us ne er forget our prince's wrovgs. | 
Remember, O hman, (and let vengeance. riſe} 
. How in the pangs of death, and in his gore 
_ Weltring, we found our pres 46 e re 
His royal blood, fre 35, TA REF 2 
The life-blood of his people, o'er ks bath : 
Kan purple! Oh, remember ! and revenge! 
Orb. Doubt not my zeal. But haſte, and ſeek our 
Near to the weſtern port Almanzor dwells, - [friends. 
Vet unſeduc'd by Barbarofſa's power d 0} WE | 
He will diſcloſe to thee, if aught be heard — 
7 Of Selim's ſafety, or (what more I dread) 
1 Of. Selim's death. 'Thence beſt may our reſolves. 
Be drawn hereafter. But let caution ous thee. 
-  Sadi, TT obey thee, | 
Near to the weſtern port, thou apl. 
Ot. Ev'n there. 
Cloſe by the blaſted palm-tree, where cheumoſius 
Orerlooks the city. Haſte thee hence, my friend. 
„ I would not have thee found within theſe walls. [ Faris, 
Fo. And hark—theſe warlike ſounds proc'aim th' Dh | 


» Oft the proud Barbaroſſa, with bis train. s \ 
= 1 Begone 5 


Sadi. May dire diſeaſe and peſtilence 5 
Hang o' er his ſteps 4—Ferewel — Remember, Othman, 
3 * 6, thy Prince's „ and thy country's wrong, 
[ Exit Sadi. 
Orb. When 1 forget them, be contempt my lot! 
Yet, for the love | bear them, I muff wrap * 
My deep reſentments in the ſpecious guiſe 
; Or ſmiles, and fair deportment. . - 
Enter Barbaroſſa, guards, 22 c. 5 4 
D Bar. Valiant Othman, TAL 7 1 
Are theſe vile ſlaves impal'd ? > = 
Oib. My lord, they are. | 
Bar. Did not the rack extort confeſſion from thein 3 
„„ __ Oth. They dy'd obdurate : while the 3 crowd 
Wept at their groans and anguiſh, | 
Bar. Curſe on their womaniſh hearts! : 
-But why fits that ſadneſs on thy brow 5 
While joy for my returu, 
+ My ſword victorious, and the Moors o *erthrown, 
. 7 Reſounds through all my palace, 75 FS 
RH PT Mighty | warrior! ! Es 


„% SS. Md 
» * „ 


- 3 


1 BARBAROSSA. 
The ſoul, intent on offices of love, 
Will oft neglect, or ſcorn the weaker: proof 
Which ſmiles'or ſpeech can give. 8 
Bar. Well: be it ſo. 
To guard Algiers from anarchy's miſrale, 
I ſway the regal ſcepter. 8 
But 'tis ſtrange, | £ 
| That when with open arms, I wou'd receive 5 
1 Voung Selim; wou'd reftore the crown, which deb 1 
1 Reft from bis father“ head — He fcorns my bounty, 5 
| And proudly kindles war in foreigh climes,, | . S 
| — Againſt wy pow, who ſav'd his bleeding —_— |  F : 
| Emer Aladin. „ 8 
+ Ala, Brave prince, I bring thee tidings | 
Of high concernment to Algters and Thee, 
; Young Selim is no more. IS „ 
PE Oh, Selim no more! 2 e = 
Bar. Why that aſtoniſhment ? 
He was our bittereſt foe. 
HY Oh. So periſh all thy caufeleſs enemies! 
| 4 Bar. How dy 'd the prince, and n * 
5 A. The rumour tells, 
5 That flying to Oran, he there begg d faceours 
From Ferdinand of Spain, t' invade Alziers. 
B Bar. From Chriſtian dogs! 
1 | 0:4. How |! league with infidels! "1 
| Ala. Ard there held council with the haughty Spaniard, 
wt Fo conquer and dethrone thee : but in vain: "of 
| For in a dark encounter with two thaes, Ew, 
4 Wherein the one fell by his. youthful arm, EY 
bf | Selim at length was ſlain. 5 a 
Bar Urygrateful boy! 3 AX 
Oft' have I courted him to meet my kindneſs ;_ 
But ſtill in vain; he ſhunn'd me like a peſtilence : 3 
Ro al _ cou'd I e'er _ m0 the down 
1 EOS over'd his manl chee How moup cars 
| | Number'd he? gf | j 
EL Och. | think, ſcarce thirteen, whin his le ay'd, 
1. And, now, ſome twenty, 
x Bar. Othman, now for | 
| Okt oa iſſeu. bled ſervice. —Welll know, N 
4 Ty long experienc'd faith hack Tune thee high 
| | 2 Ia the queen's confidence: 
Othman, ſhe muſt be won. 
Pl-ad thou my cauſe of love. 
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Make ber but mine, i eee 
As ſhall out-ſoar thy wiſhes. Zo EET 


No fortune bears us to the wiſh'd for port: 
Th' attempt was greatly daring ? 


5 What booted it, to cut the old ſerpent a 46 1 ; 
Z While the young adder neſted in his place p- 


DARDAROSSA. _ 
And ſuch reward ſhall crown thy- ut. | 
Orb. Mighty king, i 


Where duty bids, 1 | 
Bar. Then . Ochiven, * 


Ere yet the romour of her fon's —_— 


Hath reach'd her ear; 
Tell her, I come, borne on the wings of love 


Haſte—fly—l follow thee, _ [Fart Othmas 
Now, Aladin, 


This was the rock 1 dreaded. Duſt not wink | 
| Ala. Bold-as-needfol 2 Rag 


Bar. True: Algiers 1 is mine, | ; 


Without a rival. | =} 
Let I wonder much, 1 


Omar returns not: Omar, whom ſent. 


On this high run. 1 fear, * tis he bath. fall'n.- 
Didſt thou not ſay, two ſlaves eneouater d Selun ? 


Ala. Ay, two; tis rumour'd ſv. 


* Bar. And. that one fell ? 


Ala. By Selim's hand; while his co upanOo¹ 
Planted his happier ſteel i in Selim's heart. 

Bar. Omar, I fear is fal n. From my . 
I gave my ſignet to the truſty il ve: 


: And bade him ſend it, as the certain pledge 


Of Selim's death; if fickneſs or captivity, 

Or wayward fate, ſbou'd thwart his quick return. 
Ala. The rumour yet is young; ous ones 

The iruſty ſlaye's approach. 2 
Bar, We'll wait th' vet. 70 5 

Mean time give out, that nov the widow! queen 

Hath dry'd her tears, prepar'd to crown my love 

By marriage-rites : ſpread wide the flatt'ring tale: 

For if perſuaſion win not her conſent, ; 


. Pow'r ſhall compel, 
This night my will Jovans to feaſt and j joy, 


For conqueſt o'er the Moor. Hence, Aladin; 


And ſee the _ watch cloſe the palace round. 


[Exit Aladit. | 
oO to the queen, | | My hade expands with . 
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eee 
Let high ambition flouriſh : in Selim's blood 
Its root is ſtruck : from this, the rifing ſtem 


5 Proudly ſhall branch o'er Aftic's continent, 


And ftretch from ſhore to ſhore. Dog GN daughter 


Still with thy folly — | 


Each purpoſe of my foul? When pleaſures Ss 

Beneath our feet, thou ſpurn'ſ the proffer'd 664 

To dwell with forrow.—Why theſe ſullep tears? EP 
tre. They are the tears of ye" From wy queen 

I come, thy ſuppliant. 8 9580 . 
Bar. What wou'dſt thou urge? e 
Ire. Thy dread return from war, 

And proffer'd love, have open'd ev'ry wound 


Phnhe ſoft and lenient hand of time had clos'd. 


If ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 
Urge not thy command 


To ſee her! her diſtracted ſoul is bent 


To mourn in ſolitude. She aſks no more. | 
Bar. She mocks my love. How. many tedious yeard 

Have I endur'd her coyneſs ?' Had not war, | 

And great ambition, call'd me from Algiers, 

Ere this, my pow'r had reap'd what ſhe denies. 


But there's a cauſe, which touches on my peace, 


And bids me brook no more her falſe 2 : 

Ire. Oh, frown not thus! 5 
But look more kindly on me, 55 
Let thy conſenting pity mix with mine, e 
And heal the woes of weeping majeſty 4 
Unhappy queen! 

Bar. What means that guſhing tear 1 

Ire. Oh never ſhall Irere taſte of roms: 
While poor Zaphira mourns! _ . | 

Bar. Is this my child? - EG 


Perverſe and ſtubborn !——As thou lov'ſt 4 peace, 


Dry up thy tears. What! damp the general en 8 
That echoes through Algiers ! which now ſhall pierce” 


The vaulted Heav'n, as ſoon as fame ſhall ſpread 
- Young Selim's death, my empire's bitt'reſt foe. 


Ire. O gererous Selim! - » (Werbs. 
Bar. Ahl there's more in this! © OE 
Tell me, Irene: on thy duty, tell me, 
Why, at this deteſted name of Selim, 
Akreſh thy ſorrow ſtreams ? | 
Ire. Yes, I will tell thee, | - 

5 Eo "or 


* 


* * — — 


* 


;-  BARBAROSSA - ap. 


| For he i ig gone and dreads thy hate no moe? 
My father knows, that ſcarce five moons are paſt, 880 4 
Since the Moors ſeiz d, and ld ne st Man, - 3 
A hopeleſs captive in a foreign clime | vn oth — 
Bar. Too well | Know, and rue . * al dy. f.. 
But what of this? CLE - „ 404 He on 
| Tre. Of.” have I told thee. - N 
How midſt the throng; a youth wa. bis. 000 Th 
Bright as the morning ſtar! .. 5 
Bar. And was it Selim „ Co Poets 
Did he redeem thee ? 163-6 26wd 
Ire. With unſparing hand 2 L610 
He paid th? allotted ranſom | „ 
At his feet I wept, - 
Diſſolv d in tears of gratitude on joy. | 
But when I told my quality and birth, ; 
He ſtarted at the name of Barbarea; 3 e 
Vet, with recovery mild, g BEE | 
Gd to Algiers, he ery'd; protect. my mother, x „ 
And be to her, what Selim i is to thee, — att el , 
Ev'n ſuch, my father, was the gen'rous youth, at T3 5 
Who, by the bands of bloody, ne mene 
Lies number'd with the dead. 5 ä 
Bar. Amazement chills me! | FI 
| Wag this thy unknown friend concead from 1 me iN | 
> Falſe, faithleſs child! 1:1 e he 
g ' Tre. Cou'd gratitude. do leſs? | 
-j He ſaid thy wrath purſu'd him ; thence  conjur's me 
Not to reveal his name. FEET. 
Bar. Thou treacherous a 3 i K. 
To ſtoop to freedom from thy father's foe. EE 
Ire. Alas, my father! DN 
He never was thy foe. | 
Bar. What! plead for Selim ! LS. 
O coward ! traitreſs to thy father's. glory LOW ns 
Thou ſhould'ſt have liv'd a ſlave, - been ſold to P59 
Been baniſh'd to the depth of howling deſarts 
Been aught but what thou art, rather than bloc 8 
A father's honour by a deed fo vile— | 5 
Hence, from my ſight.— Hence, thou unthank ful child 3 © 
Beware thee: ſhun the queen: nor taint her ear 3 
With Selim's fate. Yes, ſhe ſhall crown my love; 
| On by our prophet, the ſhall dread my pow'r. . | 
| [Exit Barbara | 
Int, Unhappy gm), 8 | +67 
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BARBAROSSA. 
To what new ſeenes of horror art thou doom'd P 
Sbe but intreats' to die 


In her dear fathey's tents! hither, good queen, 
My care ſhall _ thee, white ſoſpicion fleeps. 


What tho' my wning father pour his rage 
On my de fenceleſs head ? Yet tanocence 
Shall yield her firm ſupport ;. and conſcious virtue 5 
Gild all my days. Cou'd I but ſave Zaphira, 
I the ſtorm beat, Fl weep and pray, till ſhe 


eft of her loud lord, of every ey bereft, = 


FOI WY * 


d Hear n forget, my father cer was cruel,  [Exi, - 


A C Cr H. ; 22 a diſower'd. . . 
Zaph. HEN ho 3 bee at peace 0 righteous 
| eav ; 


Strengthen my fainting ſoul, "which fain wou' d riſe 
„„ confidence in thee But woes on woes 


Oerwhelm me ! firſt my huſband f now, my ſon t- 
Both dead ! both barer 2 the bloody band 
Of Bar baroſſ. ! | ROY ee 
O faithful Ochman ! 
Our fears were true ! my Sim ts no more 

Otb. Has then the fatal ſecret reach'd thine ear ? 


Inhuman tyrant! 


Zaph. Strike him, Heav'n, with thunder? 
Nor let Zaphira doubt th 
04h. Twas what we. 

high will, 
Nor ſtruggle with the N chain of fate, 
That links thee to thy woes ! Oh, rather yield, 
And wait the happier hour, when innocence | 
Shall weep no more, Reſt in that pleaſing hope, 


And yield thyſelf to Heav'n,—My honour'd queen, 


3 king 
Zapb. Whom Ril'&-thou king > 
Oh, Barbaroſſa, — 5 
Means to ſee thee, — | 
Zaph, The tyrant! 


| Does he aſume the name of king | 


Otb. He does 
Zaph. O title vilely purchas'd ! by the blood 


Ol innocence! by treachery and murder! 
- _ May Heav'n jncens'd pour down its vengeance on bim: * 
— Blaft all his joye, and turn them into horror; | 
Till Pony _ and bid him curſe the Hour 


. — 3 e- N 


31 . 1 * 5 
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providence. / 
rd. Oppoſe not ler . 85 


4 . * 
r e 


Dee 


E mim oo oe. en 


Fbat gave his crimes their birth! my faithfal ohman, 
No ſecret means, by which I may eſcape 
I roam the waſte, to reach my father's vales 8 


Of dear Mutija ! — Can no means be found, | 
To fly theſe black'ning horrors that forround meF0 


Tell me but how ? what can a helpleſs woman 1 


Pour thy complaints before him: let thy wrong 
Kindle his indignation, to purſue | 


Blaſt his ill-gotten pow'r, 


1 And ev'ry glowing warrior ſteep his ſliaft 
In deadlier poiſon, to revenge my wrong.. 


1 — 


+ BA RBAR OSS A. i _ 


My ſole ſurviving prop! canſt thou deviſe 
This hated palace ! with undaunted ſtep 


Och. That hope is vain f the-tyrant knows thy hate. 
Hence, day and night, his guards environ thee, 
Rouſe not then, his anger; fo | 


| Let ſoft perſuaſion and mild eloquence, | 


Redeem that liberty, which ſtern rebuke | 
Wou'd rob thee of for ever. 4 
Zap. Cruel tk ! | 


An injur'd queen 


To kneel for liberty and, Oh f to whom? 2 


Ev'n to the murdrer of her lord and ſon F IE 


O periſh ficſt, Zaphira ! yes, I'll die! 
For what is life to me ! my dear, dęar lord! 


My hapleſs child! yes, f will follow you. 


Otb. Wilt thou not ſee him, then? 
Zaph. I will not, Othman, © -— 


Or if I do, with bitter imprecation, 


More keen than poiſon ſhot from ſerpents tongues, 
I'll pour my curſes on him 


Thus meanly fink in woman's fruitleſs rage, 


When ſhe ſhould wake revenge? 
 Zaph. Revenge?—O tell me 


* 


Orb. Gain but the tyrant's leave, and reach thy father: 


This vie uſurper, till unceaſing war 


Zaph. Ah i—ſay'ſt thou, Othman ? 


Thy words have ſhot like lightning thro' my frame; 
And all my ſoul's on fire !—Thou faithful friend! 
Tes; with more gentle ſpeech I'll ſooth his pride; 


Regain my freedom ! reach my father's tens: 
There paint my countleſs woes, His kindling rage 


Shall wake the vallies into honeſt vengeance : 


The ſudden ftorm ſhall pour on Batbaroſſa; 


Oak; 


— 


8 BARBAROSSA. „ 
Oth. There ſpoke the queen. But as has lov 1 
freedom 

Touch not on Selim's deaths Thy ſoo! will bad. © | 
And paſſion mount in flames that will conſume thee. | 
Zapb. My murder'd ſon - Ves to revenge thy deat, | 
Pl ſpeak a language which my heart diſdaius. - 
 Oth,. Peace, peace] thy tyrant ccmes : Now TY 


queen. A 4S | 
Plead for thy freedom, hope for Juſt revenge, res = 
And check each rilivg paflion! {Brie On. 1 


Euter Barbaroſſa. N 

Bar., Hail, ſovereiga fai! ian hom 0 | 
Beauty and majeſty conſpire to charm * FV f 
Behold the conqu'ror. Ty e 39 
l 


Zapl. O Barbaroſſa! "Nr : 
No more the pride of conqueſt e'er can charm | 1 = - 
| My widow'd heart! With my departed lord rr 
1 My love lies bury' di! „% 4 

By Then turn thee to ſome happier 2 Ss hens Eng he" "41 
. 


„ May crown thy growing love with love ſincere! | 
ra! have none to give! + 
j | Bar. Love ne'er ſhould die: 3 ; Z . 
34 Tis the ſoul's cordial : tis the fount of life; 5 | 
I Therefore ſhou'd ſpring eternal in the bre.ſt. Rr 

| VDOne object loſt, another ſhou'd ſucceed ; . | 

pe And all our life be love. 

bs "of Zaph. Urge me no more Thou might with equal 


] 

{ 

4 
| hope ; 
Woo the cold le weeping o'er a tomb, wa . 1 
To meet thy wiſhes | But if gen'rous love ; \ 
Dwell in thy breaſt, vouchſate me proof ſincere: | 1 
Give me ſafe convoy to the native vales, 


— — ans 
— ů œ—rT— Ye Bar DR 


— 3 — — Iowa 
" 8 
. 


SES : Of dear Mutija, where my father reigns. OOO 1 
* | Bar, O blindto proffer'd bliſs 5 whats fondly, quit DE 31 
1 This p pomp . 1 
| "+43 Of empire, for an Arab's tent 15 


ts 


Where the mock Cheiftain leads his ragrant cribes. _—_— P 

i „From plain to plain, and faintly ſhadows out TE f 

— The majeſty of kings Far other joys ? 
1 Here ſhall attend thy call: cabmillive a | 3 

1 Shall bow the neck; and ſwarthy kings and queen, ] 

|: 

1 


Prom th: far. diflart Niger and the Nile, 
| Drawn captive at my conqu 'ring chartut-whoels, . 


* re Shall knee] before tte. ; | 8 
3 N Zaph, P d „ 
ii } | apa, Fomp an pow'r are toys, 5 N 
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' BARBSAROSS A. 


Which ev'n the mind at eaſe may well diſdain, 

But, ah! what mockery is the tinſel pride 1 
Of ſplendor, when the mind LON 
Lies deſolate within !—Such, Keb, i is nine! 1 
O'erwhelm'd with ills, and dead to vary Joy 3 ; 

Envy me not this laſt . e to i 


Ia my dear father's tents | 19.07 862754 47 LOR 


Bar. Thy ſuit is vaig— 
Zaph, Thus kneeling at thy feet—1 FP Hick 1. — 
Bar. Thou thankleſs fai! 
Tuüs to repay the labours of my love 1 125 
Had I not ſeiz d the throne when Selim dy d, 
Ere this, thy foes had laid Algiers in run: 
I check'd the warring powers, and gave you peace. 
Make thee but mine, | eee 
J will deſcend: the throne, and bog chy _ 2 14 
From baniſhment to empire. 0 
Zaph. Oh, my heart! 
Can I bear this 
| Inhuman tyrant { Curſes on thy 1. 5 | 
May dire remorſe and anguiſh haunt thy f 
And gender in thy boſom fell deſpair [ — 5 
Bar. What means Zaphira ? 
What means this burſt of grief ? EY 
Zaph, Thou fell deſtroyer | _. | An. 
Had not guilt ſteel'd thy heart, awak'diog edle 5 
Wov'd flaſh convidtion on thee, and each look, © 
Shot from theſe eyes, be arm'd with ws EN | 
To turn thee into ſtone ? Relentleſs man! 
Who did the bloody deed ? Ob, tremble guilt, . 
Where'er thou art Look on me rell n ny . 


— 


Who ſlew my blameleſs fon ? 


Bar. What envious tongue, 
Hath dar'd to taiat my name Nh fades: | 
Thy Selim lives: nay more he ſoon ſhall reign, 1 
If chou conſent to bleſs me. 


_  Zaph. Never! Oh, 9 ot l conn © a Kel 
An uvknown exile through the torrid climes 


Of Afric, fooner dwell with wolves and tygers, \ 
Than mount with thee my murder'd Selim's et ä 


Bar, Raſh queen, forbear; think oa thy WR eE: | 


Remember, that within theſe palace- walls, 
I am omnipotent. That ſhame aod honour, - ,. 
Reward and puniſhment, await my nod, ER 
2 rallats of my pleaſure. —Yield. thee then: 


Avert 


* 
1 
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„„ BARBAROSSA. 
Avert the g ath'ring horrors that ſurround thee, | 
And dread my pow'r iocens c. | 
Zaph. Dares thy licentious nge pellen mĩ ae ear 
With that foul menance Trat! Dread ſi thou not 
Th? all-ſeeing eye of Heav'n, is lifted thunder, N 
Aad all the red'niag ven which it tore: 
For crimes like thine ? Yet know Zaphira ſcorns thee. 
Tho' robb'd by thee of ev'ry dear 
No tyrant's threat can awe the free-born fat... : 
That greatly dare to die. Bait Zapbira. 
Baz. Where ſhou'd ſhe kearn the tale of Selim” qdemth . 
Can'd Othman dare to tell it 1 If he did. ä 
, My rage ſhall ſweep him, ſwifter than the ahicl;vind; 
_ Toinffantdeath !Jon—G Emer. Aadin. | 
O Aladin! | \ 
Timely thou com'ſt, to eaſe my Inbriog chought, 
That ſwells with indigoation and * 
This ſtubborn woman — | 
Ala. What, unconquer'd Rill ? | 2 
Bar. The news of deſim's fate bath reach'd her ear. 
W hence could this come? 
Ala. I can reſolve the doubt. 
A femele flave, attendant on Zaphira, 
* Oferheard the meſſenger who wrought the ue, 
And gave it to her ear-t 
Bar. Perdition ſeize her | | | 
| Nor threats. can move, nor-promiſe u now allure B 
Her haughty foul : vay ſhe defies my pow'rs  * 8 
And talks of death, 8s.if her female form " | 4 
Lothrio'd ſome hero's ſpirit. © 
Ala. Let her rage foam. 
I bring thee tidings that will caſe. Fug pain. 
Bar. Say*ſt thou ? Speak on · O give me quick relief! hos: 
Ala. The gallant youth is come, who flew her ſom.” 
Bar. Who? Omar! © t 
Ala. No; unhappy Omar fell 
| By Selim's band. But Achmet, whom he join'd | 
His brave aſſociate, ſo the youth -bids on thes, — 
Reveng'd bis death by . e „„ 
Bar. Gallant = 1 | 1 e 
1 he the kgnect | 
Bar. That ſpeaks bie true Oonduc "Tay Aladin. | 
+ Ex8#t Aladin. 
188 is beyond ay hope, The ſecret pledge. 
Reſtord 
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5 BAKBAROSSA e 
= | Reftor'd, provents ſaſpieion of thedeed, - EEE os 
| While it confirms it done, * 
t Naur Selim adieu i". as Achmet a Atader. | 
Sin. Hail, mighty ity Barbara As „ "<8 
of Selim's death, n „ 
The pledge will ſpeak the reſt. 2 1 
p Bar. Riſe, valiant youth! * 5 A 
But firft, do more a ſlave -I give thee freedom. 8 2 
ira, Thou art the youth whom Omar (vow no more) _ 
th? Join'd his Companion i in this brave atcempt? | 
„ Selim. I am. 3 
1 Bar. Then tell me how you fped,—wi bere found dye v2 
That infolent! 
Selim. We found him at Oran, 
| Plotting deep miſchief to thy throne and people, ' 
Bar, Well ye repaid-the- traitor. | 4 1 
3 Slim, As we ought. ; f 
37 White night drew on, we leapt 7 -our prey 
Pull at his heart brave Omar aim'd the — "i 
Which Selim ſhunning, wrench'd it from his hand, 
Then plung'd it in his breaſt. I baſted on. 
Too _ to fave, yet I reveng'd my friend : 
My. thirlty „Leben with repeated blow, | 
Search'd every artery: they fell together, 
Gaſping in folds of mortal enmity; | 
Ad thvs in frowus expir d. 
= Bar. Well haſt thou ſped. _ 
XZ Thy dagger did its office, faithful Acker; "Y 
And high reward ſhall wait thee.—One/thiog more 
Be the thought fortune Oo, ſeek the queen. 7 
; For know the rumour of her Selim's.death _. 
. H. th teach'd her ear: hence dark ſuſpicions riſe, 
# Glancirg at me. Go, tell her, that thou ſaw'(t 
Her fon expire ; that with hiv dy ing breath, _ 


He did conjure her to receive my vows, | 5 
And give her country peace.— Enter Oer 2 öö˙ͤĩ702 
Moſt welcome Othman. | | - 
Y Behold this gatlant _—_ He hath dons ES: 
yy BH The ilae good ſervice, Let ſome bigh reward | i 
Await him, ſuch as may o'erpay. his zel. | * 
| Cooduct him to the queen; for. he hath news — 5 
n. Worthy her car, from her departed ſon ; 
—— Such as may: win her love—Come, Aladia: 1 
5 The * waits our n : l _ 5 
: | Jauvghs 


9 2 


16 BARBAROSSA, + 
Laughs in the wantling goblet; and the night, 
Plomin'd by the taper” $ dazzling beam, 
| Rivals departed day.' 
Selim. What anxious thoughr 
Rolls in thine-eve, and heaves thy lab'ring breaſt S 
Why join'ſt thou not the loud exceſs of j joy, 
That riots thro? the palace? 2 
Otbh. Dar'ſt thou tell me.. 
On what dark errand thou art here ! ND 
Selim. I dare. ; 
Doſt thou not perceive the ſarage lines of blood - 
Deform my viſage ? Read'ſt not in mine eye Fas 
Remorſeleſs fory 7—1 am Selim's. murd'rer. fee 
Oth. Selim's murd'rerh?H % 
Selim. Start not from me. | 
My dagger thirſts not but for- * blood. 
Why this amazement? | | 


Otb. eee ?—No—Tis well. — tis asit . Boule 


He was indeed a foe to Basbardſſa. ts rage F 
Selim. And therefore to Algiers moWat it not fo 2 


Why doſt thou pauſe ? What po ſſion ſhakes thy frame? 


O:h. Fate, do thy worſt! I can no more diſſemble — | 


Can I unmov'd behold the murd'ring ruſhan, 
Smear'd with my prince” s blood !=—Go, tell he tyrant 


Othman defies his pow'r ; that, tit'd with M 


He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to die. 
Selim. What, didſt thou love this Selim 0 
Orb. All men lov'd him. 


6 He was of. ſuch unmix'd and bleknatol quality, ke oF 5 
' That envy, at his praiſe ſtood mute, nor dar'd 


To ſully his fair name! Remorſeleſs tyrant ! 


Selim. 1 do commend thy faith. And does the lo 


Pl whiſper to thee, that with honeſt puile 3 1 bps 
I have deceiv'd this hg . $9925 38 | 
Selim is yet alive. | | 

Oh: Alive! r 

Selim. N. y, more > 
Selim is in Algiers. DS ee 


Otb. Impoſſible!l! 5 


© Selim. Nay, if thou douboſt, Pu vring bim ber, . 
O:4. Not for an empire! karaigbt. 8 


Thou might as well bring che devoted lamb i 


Into the tyger's den. F 


; | Selim, But PI briog bim „„ 8 


: 
a Hid 
8 
o * ce 


[Exrunt Ber. and . 
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BARBAROSSA. uw» _ 


nid in ſuch diſguiſe, as ſhall deride 
Suſpicion, tho? ſhe wear the lyax's eyes. 


lad. Not ev'n thyſelf couldit know him. 75 
85 Orb. Yes, ſure: too ſure, to hazard ſuch au awful trial! 
Selim. Yet ſeven revolving years out-worn, N k 
In tedious e- ile, may have wrought ſuch change | 
Of voice and feature, in the ſtate ef youth, 
As might elude thine eye. SR : 
Oth. No time can blot _- 8 e 1 
The memꝰ ry of his ſweet majeſtic mien, 2 
The lufire of his eye! beſides he weats, FE 
A mark indelible, a beauteous icar, | „ 
Made on his forehead by a furious pard, 
Which, ruſhing on his mother, Selim flew, 
== Slim. A ſcar! 8 | 7 8 0 | 
Ot. Ay, oh his forchead, F | 
_ 8 Slim. What, like this? | [Lifting his tus ban. 
uld |} Orb. Whom do I ſee l- am TI awake !—my prince! 


| nn '[ Aneels. 
My honour'd, honour'd king! e 
re Salim. Riſe, faichful Othman. Ft „ 
3 Thus let me thank thy trath! _ [ Embraces him, 
ſw Oth. O happy hour! 5 + NS 
i > t Scdlim. ba doſt thou tremble thus? Why graſp my 
1 | and? | | pts ; | 
And why that ardent gaze? Thou canſt not doubt me! 
Orh. Ab, no! I ſee thy fire in ev'ry line- 
How did my prince eſcape the murd'rer's hand ? + 
8 Selim. I wrench'd the dagger from him; and gave back 
2 Tbat death he meant to bring. The ruffian wore 
The tyrant's ſignet:— Take this riog, he cry'd, | 
_ 'The fole return my dying hand can make thee <>. nl 
va For its accurs'd attempts the pledge teſtor'd, | "5g 
im, I Will prove thee ſlain:—This ſaid; th' aſſaſſin dy'd. 
EW Oh. But how to gain admittance, thus unknown? - © 
Selim. Diſguis'd as Selim's murderer I come: Ok 
Th” accomplice of the deed : the ring rcftor'd, 
Gain'd credence to my words, oP; | | | 
_ Otb. Vet are thou cam'ſt, thy death was rumour'd here. 1 
| Selim, I ſpread the flatt'ring tale, and ſent it hither ; _ 
er, Tell me, Othman, | EY Age oi” 
ht, And pet I tremble to approach the theme. 
8 How fares my mother ? does ſhe till retain 
4 Her native oreatneſs ? e | 2 
5 Ob. Still: in vain the 7 25 . : „ Ry - 3 


* 


— 


5 BARBAROSS A. * 


. Tempts her to marriage, tho! with i e threats £ 
i}: | Of death-or violation, ! 
| Selim. May kind Heav'n 73 0 
Strengthen her virtue, and by me reward it! % 53 
When ſhall I ſee her, Othman ? | | 
Oth.' Yet, my prince, 
1 tremble for thy preſence. 
Selim, Let not fegr - 
Sully thy virtue: *tis the lot of dalle 
| Too tremble. What hath 1 Innocence to do with fear ? 
3:81 28TY O:h. Still my heart e 
Forebodes ſome dire event O quit theſe walls 75-4525 
9.1 -- Selim. Not till a deed be done, which « ev' ry tyrant” 
[ | Shall tremble when he hears, 
N Oth. What means my prince? a 
Selim. To take juſt vengeance for a father's blood, 
A mother's ſuf rings, and a people's groans. 
Ob. Alas, my prince! thy _ arm 1s weak 
To combat multitudes { 
| | Selim. Therefore I come, 
* Clad in this murd'rous guiſe — Ere morning ſhines, | 
| This, Othman,— this—ſhall drink the ty rant's blood. 
LSV ag a dagger. 
Oh. Heav'n ſhield thy 115 caution rule thy zeal! 
S. lim. Nay, think not that I come | " 
B:indly impell'd by fury or deſpair : | 
For I have ſeen our friends, and parted now 
| From Sadi and Almanzor. 
[80% Och. Say—what hope? 
| i My ſoul is all attenti-n, — 
| Selim. Mark me, then; 
* A choſen band of citizens this night _ 2 
Will florm the palace: while the glutted troops 
Lie drench'd in ſurfeit; the confed' rate city, + - 
Bold thro? deſpair, have ſworn to break their chain 
By one wide ſlaughter, I, mean time, have gain'd 
The palace, and will wan th? appointed hour, 
10 guard Zaphira from the tyrant's tak 
Amid the deathful uprear. 
O:h. Heav'n protect thee—— 8 
»Tis dreadful What's the hour? | 
Selim. 1 left our friends 
In ſecret council, Ere the dead of night 
Brave Sadi will report their laſt reſolves.— 
Now lead me to the queen. 


PE . 


, — ene —— ng , ** 


4 
W 2 ** 


— — —— 


* 


E 
— — . — 
_— . 1 


— —— 1 


2 — 


% 


EE ER , 
« 4 a 
— - ů —ů — — 
P . 


I * - LOS 
* 0a —— „ —— —wi. rr 
7 


— 
e > — 
8 2 8 1 
2 * 


———— — Doi et 


—— 
we 
— —— r, neo rw og nas OS » 


-+ 
100 fr, atone... 
4 
© U—öͤ p ͤ be 


. 


e 


— 


- 2 oy - 
PPP 
cw - 


pn NY * 
* 1 WY % 
* 
- 
\ 
* 
[ 


— 


—ů — — 
ws 


To | Ott. 


—U— 
———— 
** FT 2 


2 * 
* 1 
— — 


8 
ern 
PESO 


And all thy godlike 


BARBAROSSA. „ 
0h, Brave prince, beware! SUE ns | 
Her joy's or fear's exceſs wou'd ſure betray e 


Thou ſhalt not ſee her, till the tyrant periſh ! 
Selim. 1 muft I feel ſome ſecret impulſe urge me, 


Who knows that tis not the laſt parting en 5 


We ever fhall obtain? 

Och, Then, on thy life,  - 

Do not reveal thy ſelf. — Afame the name 

Of Selim's friend; ſent to confirm her virtue, 

And warn her that he lives. 
Selim. It ſhall be ſo: I yield me q thy will. 3 
Oh, Thou greatly daring youth! May angels watch, 

And guard thy upright purpoſe ! That Algiers | . 

May reap the bleſſings of thy virtuous reign, 1 

Rather dwell in tbee! 

Selim. Oh, thou haſt rouz'd a thought, on which revenge 
Mount: with redoubled fire !—Yes. here, ev'n here,— 
Beneath this very roof, my honour'd father 
Shed round his b' effinys, ll accurſed rreach'ry_ 


Stole on his peaceful hour O bleſſed ſha'e! 


If yet thou hover'ſt o'er thy orce- lov'd ehme, 

N w aid me to redreſs thy bleeding wrongs ! 

Infuſe thy mighty ſpirit i into my breaf, 
That undiſmay'd, „5 

I may purſue the juſt intent ; and date bs 
Or bravely to revenge, or bravely die. [ Excunt - 


——_ 2» mem 


ACT III. Emer J. ene. 
IAN air-drawn viſions mock the waking eye !— 
Sure *twas his image !-— This way, ſure be mov'd. 


But Oh, how chang'd! he wears no gentle ſmiles, 


But teror in bis frown. He comes. —Tis he: 
For Othman points him thither, and departs. 


| Diſguis'd, he ſeeks the queen: ſecure, perhaps, 
And beedleſs of the ruin that ſurrounds him. 


O generous Selim ! can I ſee thee thus 

And not forewarn ſoch virtue of its fate! 

Forbid it gratitude! Enter Selim. 
Selim. Be itill, ye 


. Fa rug une tears el Jove, be (till, 20 


Down, 


own, fond heart! 
Ire. Why, ſtranger, doſt thou wander here ? 

Selim. Oh, rein! '" [Shunning bir. 
Ire. Bleſt is Irene ! Bleſt if Selim lives} 

PO. Am 1 betray'd! 


me 1. * 


28 


5 Reſign thy dreadful n and _ 


L 


BARBAROSSA. | 


tre. Betray'd to whom ? To-her 

Whoſe grateful heart would ruſh on death to fare thee. 
Selim. It was my hope, 

That time had veil'd all ſemblance of my youths \ 


Am I then known? 


Tre. To none but love and me. | 
To me, who late beheld thee -at Oran; 


| Who ſaw thee here, beſet with unſeen peril, 


And flew to ſave the guardian of my honour, | 
Selim. Thou ſum of ev'ry worth! Thou Hear' n ag 
' ſweetneſs] ! 


Ho cou'd I pour forth all my ſoul before thee, 


In vows of endleſs truth It muſt not be 


This is my deſtin'd goal !-—The manſion drear, 


Where grief and anguiſh dwell ! where bitter tears, 
And fighs, and lamentations, choak the vote | 
And quench the flame of love ! 

Ire. Yet, virtuous prince, 
Tho! love be fi]-nt, gratitude may ſpeak. 


Hear then her voice, which warns thee from theſe walls, 


Mine be the grateful taſk, to tell the queen 
Her Selim lives, Ruin and death incloſe thee, 


O ſpeed thee hence, while yet deſtruction ſleeps ! 


Selim. Would it were poſhble! 

Tre. What can prevent it! 

Selim. Juſtice ! Fate, and juſlice ! 
A muider'd father's wiongs { 

Tre, Juſlice, faid'ſt thou ? 
That word hath ſtruck me, like a peal of thunder! 
Thine eye, which wont to melt with gentle love, 
Now glares with terror! Thy approach by night— 


Thy dark diſguiſe, thy looks and fierce demeanour, 


Yes, all conſpire to tell me, I am loſt! 


4h ! prince, take heed! I have a father too! 


Think, Selim, what Irene muſt indure, 
Should the be guilty of a father's blood ! 
S. /im, Come on then. Lead me to him. Glut thine eye 


With Selim's blood —— 7 


Ire. Was cer diſtreſs like mine! 
O Selim, can J ſee my father perifh 1 
Quit, O quit theſe walls! | | 
Heav'n will ordain ſome gentler, happier means, 
To heal thy woes! Thy dark attempt is big 
With horror and deſtruction! Generous Pn 


Selim | 


* 


Who waits Zaphira 


IJ 


850 BARBAROSSA. '\- -. if 
Selim. May not I fee Zipbira, ere Igo? 
Thy gentle pty will not, ſure, deny us 
The mournful pleafure of a parting ter? 
Tre. Go, then, ind give her peace. But fly theſe walls, 
As ſoon as morning ſhines :—Elfe, tho' deſpair © 
Drives me to madneſs ;—yet—to ſave a father 
O Selim! ſpare my tingue the horrid ſentence! 
Fly! ere defruction ſeize thee!  *' [Exit Irene. 
Selim, Death and ruin! © | 
Muſt I then fly ?—what !—coward-like betray _ 
My father, m.ther, friends !—Vain terrors, hene: 
Danger looks big to Fear's deluded eye: EE 
But courage on the heights and ſteeps of fate, 
Dares ſnatch her glorious purpoſe from the edge 
Of peril: and while fick'nivg caution ſhrinks, 


Or ſelf-betray'd, falls headlong down the ſteep ; 


Calm reſolu:ion, unappall'd, can walk _ 
The giddy brink, ſecure —Now to the queen. 
How ſhall I dare to meet hei thus unknown ! 
How ſtifle the warm tranſports of my heart, 
That pants at her approach Who waits the queen? 


Ex ter a female Slave. 
Slave. Whence this intruſion, ſtranger ? at an hour 
Deſtin'd to reſt? ; 
Selim, I come to ſeek the queen, 
Ou matter of fuch import, as may claim 
Her ſpeedy audience. | 
Slave. Thy requeſt is vain, | 
Ev'n now the queen hath heard the mournful tale 
Of her ſon's death, and drown'd in grief ſhe lies. 
Thou canſt not ſee her. 
Selim. Tell the queen, I come ; 
On meſſage from her dear, departed ſon; . 
And bring his laſt requett, 28 
Slave. Ill haſte to tell her. W 
Selim. O ill-diſſembliag heart !=My ev'ry lim 
Trembles with grateful error! 1 
Some look, or ſtarting tear, ä 
Will ſure betray me— Honeſt guile aſſiſt 
My faul'ring tongue! Enter Zapbira. 
EZaßh. Where is this pious ſtranger? . 5 
. Say, generous youth, whoſe pity leads thee thus 
Fo ſeek the weeping manſions of diſtreſs ! 
. D'{dft thou behold in death wy hapleſs ſon ? 


Did 


22 5 | 'BAR3AROSS A. N ; by. 
Did he remeu ber me? 5 EIT 
Slim. Moſt honoui'd queen! 
Thy ſon — forgive theſe guſfiing tears that fon © 1 
To ſee diſtreſs like thine! | 

Zaph. I thank thy pity !- 
»Tis generous thus cM | for a WOE, — 

What of my ſon ? Say; didſt thou ſee him die? 

Selim. By Barbar ſſa's dread command I come, 
Jo tell thee, that theſe eyes alone beheld | 
Thy ſon expire. 

Zapb. Relentleſs fate — · bat I ſhould be deny'd 
The mournful privilege to ſee him die [: 
„  : To claſp him in the agony of death 
1 Ro And catch his pariing ſoul ? Oh — me an, . 
ö All that he ſaid and look'd ? Deep in my . 
That I may treaſure ev'ry parting word, 
Each dying wiſper of my dear, dear ſon 
Selim. Let not my words offend.— What if he bald, 

Go, tell my. hapleſs mother, that her tears 
Have ſtream'd too long : then bid her weep no more : 
Bid her forget the huſband and _ . 

In Barbaroſſa's arms! : : 

Zapb. O baſely falſe! 

Thou art ſome creeping ſlave to Barbaroſſa, 

Sent to ſurpriſe my unſoſpecting heart 

Vile ſlave, begone !—My ſon betray me thus 

Could be have &er conceiv'd ſo baſe a purpoſe, 

My griefs for him ſhou'd end in great difdain !— - 

But he was brave; and ſcorn'd a thought ſo vile! 

Wretched Zaphira ! How art thou become 

The ſport of ſlaves !f- 

Selim. Yet hope for peace, unhappy queen! ! Thy woes SY 

May yet have end. _ 
Zaph, Why weep'ſt thou, crocodile ? 

Thy treacherous tears are vain, e 
Selim. My tears are honeſt. 
I am not what thou thigk' ſt. . 
Zaph. Who art thou then ? | Tschars 8. 
Selim. Oh, my full bear.—1 am—thy friend, and 
I come not to inſult, but heal thy woes | 
Now check thy heart's wild tumult, wal | I tell thee— 
Perhaps —thy ſon yet lives. | 
Zajh. Lives! O gracious Head "ot: 
Do I vot dream? ſay, 8 thou tell me, 


28 i my Selim lives HERO do 1 ale? br: = Sad 
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Wild, wild, and fruitleſs. hope What mortal pow 
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Can e' er re-animate his mangled corſe, = 

Shoot life into the cold and ſilent tomb, 


Or bid the ruthleſs grave give up its dead! 


. Selim. O pow'rful Nature, thou wil ſure betray me! 


| | | Fe (ate. 
Thy Selim lives: for ſince his rumour'd deatb, 5 
I ſaw him at Oran. 5 | 

Zaph. O gentle ſtranger—mock not my woes, 
But tell me truly—does my Selim live? | 

Zaph.. O generous Heaven ! thou at length ver pay'ft- 
My bittereſt pangs, if my dear Selim lives! | 


And does he ſtill remember 


His father's wrongs and mine! 
Selim. He bade me tell thee, 


Tbat in his heart indelibly are ſtamp'd 


Hi: father's wrongs, and thine : that he but waits 
Till awful juſtice may unſheatb her ſword ; 


That till the arrival of that happy hour, 


Deep in his ſoul the hidden fire ſhall glow, 

And his breaſt labour with the. great revenge 

Much honour'd queen, farewel, _ DE 
Zaph. Not ver—not yer z—indulge a mother's love ! 

In thee, the kind companion of his grief, 

Methinks I ſee my Selim ſtand before me. 

Depart not yet. A thouſand fond requeſts _ 

Croud op my mind. Wiſhes, and pray'rsand tears, 

Are all I have to give. O bear him theſe!  _ = 

Selim. Take comfort t en; for know thy ſon, o'erjoy'd 

To reſcue thee, wou'd bleed at ev'ry vein ! — 

Bid her, he ſaid, ye hope we may be bleſt! 


Bid her remember that the ways of HHeav'n, 


Tho! dark, are juſt: that oft ſome guardian power 5 | 


Attepds wnſcen t-: ſave the innocent! 


But if hizh Heav'n cecrees our fall—Oh bid ber 
Firmly to wait the ſtroke, prepar'd alike' 


To live or i.! | 


Zaph. Eternal blefings crown my virtuous ſon 
O :1yhreous Heav*n—P:r:t-& his tender years !- 


Be thov his guide through dangers and diſtreſs! 


Soften che rigours of his cru exkx ie, 
And lead him to bis throne! [Exit Zaphira. 
Selim. Now, ſwelling he-rt, ef N 


| Tndutge the luxuty of grie -] flaw ears! LR 
And rain down tranſport in the ſhape of ſorrow ! 


Yer, 


n 
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1 > "Vas, F have ſo. nd her woes; have found ber noble: Se 
4. And to have giv'n this reſpite to her pangs, 
1 O'erpays all pain and peril Eos, rful virtue! 
41 Jt How infinite thy joys, when ev*n thy griefs 
a | : Are pleaſing — Enter Or-man and Sa di. 
. Honoui'd friends! | 
'Þ How goes the night! 55 
Sadi. 'Tis well-nigh midnigtt. . 


It Oh. What—in tears, my prince ? 

=—_ 1 Selim. But tears of j joy : for I have ſeen Zaphira, 
ii o 

And pour'd the balm of peace into her breaſt: 


| 
j Think not thefe tears unnerve me, valiant friends ; J 
* They have but harmoniz'd my ſoul; and wak d 
; | 5 All that is man within me, to diſdain. | 

i 


RN — 


Peril, or death. What tiding from the city 7 | 
b-* Þ . All, all is ready. Our con fed' rate friends 
Burn with impatience, till the hour arrive, 
Fe ©. Selin. What ts the figual of th' appointed hour 7 : 
1 Sadi. The midnight watch gives ſignal of our meeting: 
And when the ſecond watch of night is rung 
The work of death begins. 
| = Selim. Speed, ſpeed ye minutes ! 
— - | Now let the riſing whirlwind ſhake Algiers, - 
| And juſtice guide the ſtorm ! 
7 Oh, as ye love my life, 
M 4 Let your zeal haſten on the great event: 
, The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me hear; 
And half ſufpects the cauſe, 
| Oh, Too daring prinee, . 
3 Retire with us ! her. ſears will ſure betray thee! 
S. lim. What? leave my helpleſs mother here a . 
To cruelty and luſt—T'li periſh firſt: 3 
This very night the tyrant threatens violence: — 
I'll watch his ſteps: I'll havnt him thro” the palace: , 
And, ſnou'd he meditate a deed fo vile, 
I'll hover o'er bim like an unſeen peſtilence, 
And blaft him in his guilt! | 
__ Sadi, Intrepid prince! 
Worthy of empire! Vet accept my life, 5 
My worthleſs life: do thou retire with Ochman ; 8 
I will protect Zaphira. | RE, | 
Selm. Think'ſt thou, Sadi, 5 + | SD 
That when the trying hour of peril comes, k 
Selim will ſhrink into a common man! 


| | Wortblefs were he to rule, who dares no claim | 
. 77 * 
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Fiaintly contends with darkneſs — 
. Hark !—what meant 
| That tolling bell? 
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Pre- eminence in danger. Urge no more. 
Here ſhall my ſtation be: and if I fall, 


O friends let me have vengeance |—Tell me now, 


Where is the tyrant ? 5 


Otb. Reyelling at the banquet. | 
Selim. Tis 6 tell me how our pow'rs are 
deſtin'd?ꝰ = | | a 


39 


Sadi. Near ev'ry port, a ſecret band is poſted : 


By theſe the watchful centinels muſt periſh : 


The reſt is eaſy : ſor the glutted troops 


Lie drown'd in ſleep ; the dagger's cheapeſt prey. 
Almanzor, with his friends, will circle round 
The avenues of the palace. Othman and I 

Will join our brave confederates (all ſworn 

To conquer or to die) and burſt the gates 


Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbaroſſa! 


Oth. Forgive me prince! | Me | 
Forgive my doubts !—Think—ſhou'd the fair Irene-— 
Selim. Thy doubts are vain. I wou'd not ſpare the tyrants. 
Tho? the ſweet maid lay weeping at my feet | 

My love indeed is ſtrong | = 


But love ſhall yield to juſtice! 


Sadi, Gallant prince? 


55 Bravely reſoly'd ! 


Selim. But is the city quiet? | 
\Sadi. All, all is huſh'd. Throughout the empty fireets, 
Nor voice, nor ſound. As if th' iohabitants, 


Like the preſaging herds that feek the covert 


Ere the loud thunder rolls, had inly felt 


Aud ſhunn'dth* impending uproar, ** 


Oth. There is a folema horror in the night too, 
That pleaſes me: a general pauſe thro' nature: 


The winds are huſh'd —— 


Sadi, And as I paſs'd the beach, 
The lazy billow ſcarce cou'd laſh the ſhore: 
No ſtar peeps thro? the firmament of Heavin=— _ 
| Selim, And lo——where eaſtward, v'er the ſallen Wave, 
The waiving moon, depriv'd of half her orb, _ | 


Riſes in blood: her beam, well nigh extinct, [Bell toll 


Oh, It rings the midnight watch. 
Sadi. This was the ſignal — — _ 8 
Come, Othman, we are call'd; the paſſing n, 1 


26 BARBAROSSA 
Chide our delay : brave Othman, let us hence. 
Selim. aca laſt embrace !—nor doubt, but crown adv wich” 
ors, IONS h 
We on al meet again. Bot, ob, remember 21 
wi Amid the tomulr's rage, remember mercy ! 
N Warm our brave friends, that we unſheath the fword, 
} Not to deſtroy, but fave : nor let blind zeal, 
Or wanton cruelty, e'er turn its edge 338 
i © On age or innocence !- or bid us ſtrike 
Where the moſt pity ing angel in the ſkies, = 
þ ; | © That now looks on us from his bleſt abode, - 
1 MWou'd wiſh that we ſhould ſpare; 
Hawa: Oth. So may we proſper, 8 
FF. As mercy ſhall direct us! 3 
1 Selim. Farewel, friends! : 
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Selim. Now ſleep and ſilence 
Brood o'er the city.— The devoted centinel 
Now takes his lonsly ſtand ; and-idly dreame, 
. Of that to-morrow, he ſhall never ſee, © 
La this dread interval, O buſy thought, 
Deſcend into thyſelf! _ 
i Search deep my heart! bring with thee awful conſcience, 
| And firm reſolve ! that in th' approaching hour 
Of blood and horror, I may ſtand unmov'd; WW 
Now fear to ftrike where juſtice calls, nor dare. EY 
To ſtrike where ſhe forbids !— 
Witneſs, ye pon ts of Heav'n, 
That not from you, but from the TIN FAR eye, | 
IV rap myſelf in night !—To you Ffland 
i Reveal'd in noon-tide day — Oh cou d I arm 
My hand with pow'r ! then, like to you, array'd 
In ſtorm ano fire, my ſwift-avenging thunder 
Shou'd blaſt this tyrant. But ſince fate denies 
That privilege, ['ll ſcize on what it gives: 
Like the deep-cavern'd earthquake, burſt beneath bim, 
| And whelm his throoe, his empire, apd himfelf, _ | 
I.! one prodigibus ruin! | . 
| ACT TV. Enter Irene — 7 ; 
U dicft thou tell him, Aladin, * fears, 
Biook no delay. 


. 5 ” — 


| Tre. 


| Ala. I 81d. Ire. Why comes he not! 
Ob, what a dreadful dream Tas ſurely more 
P 1 Than troubled fancy: never was my ſoul 


Shook ma ſuck hideous phantoms Sun he tn! 
g en, 


SGraadi. Intrepid prince, farewel ! [Exeunt th. and gad. 
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Return, return; and tell him that his daughter 
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Dies, till ſhe n him of his threatning ruin „ 
Ala. Behold, he comes. [Exit Aladin. 
Ente: Barbaroſſa and guards. 3 
Bar. Thou bane of ail my joys! LET 
Some gio«.my planet ſurely cu.'d thy birth ! | 
Ev'n now thy ill-tin'd fear NE IR the banquet, 
And damps he feſtal h. ur. | i 
Ire. Forgive ipy tear! 
Bar. hat fear, what phantom hath poſſeſs'd thy ek 
Ire. Oh guard thee from the.terrors of this night ; ; * 
For terrors lurk unſeen. | EI 
Bar. What terror? ſpeik, 


Say, what thou dread'ſt. and why ! J have a ſoul. 


To meet the blackeft dangers undiimay'd. 8 
Tre, Let n t my father check with ſtern rebuke | 

The warning voice of nature, For ev'n now, - E 

Retir'd to reſt, | „ 

A horrid viſion roſe——M- thought 1 ſaw. | nf} 

Young Selim 1iling from the filent tomb: „ 


Dreadful he ſhook a dagger i in his hand. | ; 
By ſome myſterious pow'r he roſe in air. 


When lo, —at bis command, this yawning roof 
Was cleft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance! 
Swift he deſcended, with terrifick brow, 2 


Ruſh'd on my guardleſs father at the banquet, 


And plung'd his furious dagger in thy brealt ! 
Bar, Would'ſt thou appal me by a brain-ſick viſion ? 
Get thee to reſt. | 
Irc. Vet hear me, deareſt Fath er! BON 
Bar. Provoke me not..“ 
Tre. Merciſul Heav'n, inſtruct me ki to do „ 
Enter Aladin. . 
1 What mean thy looks ?—Why doſt theu gave ſo 
- wid} = N 
Ala. I 2 to fon thee, that ev'n now, 8 5 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalla, * 
Breathleſs with tidings of a rumour dark, | 
That young Selim is yet alive | . 
Bar. May plagues conſume the tongue | | | 
That®*broach*d the falſhood — Tis not poſſi e eee 
What did he tell thee further? Wes | 
Ala. More he ſaid not: | $4 


hs 


Save only, that the 1 rumour u 


A . oy revolt. 
Ira. 
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Tre. O graciqus father! a 
lafes me !— What! — ſhall I be PRs. 
0 35 midnight viſions?— | - 
Vt not believe it. en OM - 
Ala. But this gath' ing rumour —— 5+ 
Think but on that, my lord ! 
Bar. Infernal darkneſs 
Swallow the ſlave that rais'd it !— 


— 


Find out this ſtranger, Achmet; snd forthwith 

Let him be brought befote me. | N 
Ire. O my father! | 2 

I do conjure thee as thou lov'ſt th s Bile. ; 

Retire, and truſt thee to thy faith ul guatde— 

See not this Achmet! 


me. 0 
1 f he prove falſe if hated Selim live, 
I'll heap ſuch vengeance on him 
Ire. Mercy! mercy! y 
Bar. Mercy. To whom ! | | | 
Ire. To me: Thou think'ſt J rave; yet true | 
; n viſions are, as ever prophet utter d, 
When Heav'n inſpires his tongue! - 


| dreams 
More wild than thine Get thee to reſt; &er yer 
Thy folly wake my rage.— Call Achmet hicher. 
Ire. Thos proſtrate on my knees: O ſee him not. 
| Jelim is dead :—Indeed the rumour's falſe, | 
| There is no danger near. —Or, if there be, i - 
Achmet i 1s innocent ! 715 J 
Bar. Off, frantic wretch! 
This ideot-dream hath turn'd her brain to madneſs! 
Hedce-—to thy chamber, till returning reaſon. 
2 Hath calm'd this tempeſt On thy duty bence! 


5 — 


ie have I. doce !—Heav'n ſhield my deareſt father ! 
| Jeav'n ſhield the innocent ! Undone Irene 'E 


| Bar. Her words are rapt in darknefs.-Aladin, _ _ 
a \corthwith ſend Achmet hither.— Then with ſpeed, 


Lateral guilt! | : f © beta, 
. VV„ 7 ag | How 


Bar. The rumour's falſe.— And, yet, your coward fears 1 


Hark thee, Aladin See that the watch be 6 5 


Bar. Not ſee him —Forchwith bring the Qare before 


Bar. Ne'er did the moon-firuck madman, rave with 


Ire. Yet hear the voice of caution Cruel fate 8 


Thate er the event, thy doom | is miſery. [ Exit Treas. 


Double the centinels „„ on [Exit Aladin. 
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S $ lim. Yes, freely | ſtrike— 


— 


Tben wreak thy vengeance on me. ES, 
Vet, on your lives, await me within call. · „„ 0 1 
I will have deeper inquiſition made. ¶ Exeunt Selim & guards : 


My throne's. a bubble, that but floats in air, = 
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How doſt hou riſe in ev'ry hideous. ſhape,. - 5 

Of rage and doubt, ſuſpicion and deſpair, 

To rend my ſoul} Why did I not 

 Repent, while yet my crimes were delible ! : 

Ere they had firuck their colours thro' my ſoul, 33 

As black as night or hell l- —Tis now too late — 

Take me all, i 

Unfeeling guilt! O baniſh, if thou canſt, | 

This fell remorſe, and ev'ry fruitleſs fear! Enter NY | 

Come hither, ſlave : | 

Hear me, and tremble : : art thou what thou ſeem'ſt? 
Selim, Ha! E 
Bar. Do'ſt thou pauſe By hell, the flave* 3 confoyud- | 

Selim, That Barbaroſſa Men d ſuſpect my tram 
Bar. Take heed! for by the hov'ring pow'rs of ven- 

. ' geanicey - | 

I f 1 do find thee Dad I will doom thee .. 

To death and torment, ſuch as human tbought 

Ne er yet conceiv'd i Thou com'ſt beneath the guiſe : 

Of Selim's murderer. — Now tell me * not | „ 

That Selim yet alive? 7 __— 5 0 
Selim. Selim alive! 1 | W 
Bar. Perdition on hee doſt thou echo me! - 

Anſwer me quick, or die! [Draws bis dagger. 8 


Already haſt thou giv'n the fatal wound. 
And pierc'd my heart with thy unk ind ſuſpicion! 
On, cou'd my dagger find a tongue, to tell 
How deep it Lent his blood But ſince thy doubt 
Thus wrongs my zeal—Bebold my breali—ftrike here 
For bold is innocence, | 

Bar. I ſcorn the taſk. Tauts ap the dagger. | 
| Time ſhall decide thy doom :—Guards ; mark me well, | 
See that ye watch ths motions of this ſlave: © 
And if he meditates eſcape. your eye, 
Let your good ſabres cleave him to the chine. 

Selim. | yield me to thy will, and when thou know'ft 2 
That Selim lives, or ſeeſt his hated face, 8 | 


WY, 


Bar. Bear him hence | 


Call Zaphira, _ | [Exit 9 © 
If Selim lives—then what is Barbaroſſa ? Es 


- ' 
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Till marriage - rites declare Zaphirs mine. 

I will not brook 'delay—By love and vengeance, 

This hour decides her fate! Enter Zebra. >: 5 
Well, haughty fair! — | ** 
Hath reaſo yet ſubdued thee ? Wilt thou bear 
The voice of love? 

Zapb. Why doſt thou vainly urge me? 

Thou knowſt my fix refolve. I 
Bar. Can aught but phrenzy | 5 TH” 

Ruſh on perdition ? | | e 
Zapb. Therefore ſhall no pow'r | 

Fer make me thine. _ | 
Bar. Nay, ſport not with my rage; 3 

Know, that thy final hour of choice is Pome. 

Zarb. I have to choice. Think'®t thou Le er will ned 

The murderer of my lord? | 

Bar. Take heed, raſh queen! 
Tell me thy laſt reſolve. e | 

Zapb. Then hear me, Heavy? nt 5 „ 1 

Hear all ye pow'rs that watch o'er innocence! . | | = 
Angels of light! And thou dear honour'd hade 
Of my departed Icrd ! attend, While here 
T ratify with vows my laſt W 
If 1. pollute me with this horrid union, 

May ye, the miniſters of Heav'n, depart, 

Nor ſhed your ir fluence on the guilty ſcene! 
May horror blacken all our days and nights!  _— 
May diſcord light the nuptial torch [ 2 * l 

Fiends in triumph howi 
Around th' accurſed bed! 

Bar. Begone, re morſe „ | 
Guards do your office : drag her to the a \ tar, 2 8 
Heed not her tears or cries. [Guards go to ſeize ber. 
|  Zaph. O ſpare me |—Heav'n.proiet me O my ſon, 

Weri thou but here, to ſave thy helpleſs mother! : 

What ſhall [ do! Undone, undone Zaphira 1 - 
| | Enter Selim. 

Who call'd on Achmet Did not Barbaroſſa | 

| Require me here? — . 

Bar. Officious ſlave retire ! Fe 9 | 
1 oh thee not. | 
„ph. O-kind and gen *rous franger, lend thy 4 
: 04 reſcue me from theſe impending b horrors ! | 
Heav'n will reward thy pity! ) 
Selim, Pity her wary O mighty babe 
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Bar. Rouze not my vengeance, dave! x. 9 2; 
Selim. O hear me, hear me! Ee FE | - 
Bar. Curſe on thy forward zen] !—= e | 
Selim. Vet, yet have mercy. OL 
[ Lays hold of Barbarofe' gyms 7. : 
Jy Preſuming flave, begone! > [Strikes Selim. 


Selim. Nay, then, — die, tyrant. - 
 »{ Rifes, and aims to ab Barbara ſſu, who æureſts his * 
dagger from him. 
Bar. Ah, traitor, have I caught thee—HoW - for- 
bear To guards aubo offer to kill Selim. 
K him not yet—T will have greater vengeance= 
Per fidious wretch, who art thou ? Bring the rack: 
Let that extort the ſecrets of his heart, i 
| Selim. Thy impious threats are loſt 1 I know that death | 
d FF And torments are my doom. —Yet, ere | die, 
Pl ſtrike thy ſoul with horror. —OK, vile habit !— | 
Now view me !—Hear me, tyran t '— while with roic. 
More terrible than thunder, I proclaim, 
That he who aim'd the dagger at thy W | 


0 15 Selim! _ 
Zapb. Q Heav'n! m fon | my ſon! [She a 

8 im. Unbappy mother! [ Runs to embrace her, 
Bar, Tear them aſunder. Wee ſeparate them, 


- , Selim. Bacb'rous, barb'rous er | 
Bar. Slaves, ſeize the traitor, They offer to ſeize him. 


Selim. Off, ye vile ſlaves! I am your king —Ketite, 
5 And tremble at my frowns ! That is the a ; | 
1 That is the murd'rer ; ſeize him, 
And do your country right! 
yy | Bar. Ah, coward dogs : Z 
Start ye at words! or 1eize him, or by bell, 
This dagger ends you all. TE [They ſeize hin. 
EP Selim. Doſt thou revive, unhappy queen 
Now atm my ſoul with patience! _ | — 
> Zaph. My dear fon! 1 „ 
vo 1 chen fi ive, once more to ſee my Selim 1 | 
| 9 Oh—to ſee thee thus: . bees | 


Selim. Canſt thou behold : 
Her ſpeechleſs agonies, and not felent? 
Lo, Birbaroſſa ! thou at length. haſt conquer'd | 9 5 
Behold a hapleſs prince, o' erwhelm'd with woes, 3 
Proſtrate before thy feet Not for myſelf + 
I plead !—Yes, plunge the dagger in my breaſt! 
"Four, me, tear me e _ O ſpare Zaphira! 
TY „ Br: 
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Fer, yet, relent.! force not her matron honour? | 
WW e. Have I then bent thy pride? 
F this is conqueſt ev'n beyond my hope fon 
> Lie there, thou flavel! lie, till Zaphira's cries -_,. 
Arouze thee from thy poſture! _ 
Selim. Doſt thou inſult my griefs ?—vonmavly APY is 
Curſe on the fear that cou'd betray my limbs, K. | 
My coward limbs, to this "diſhoneſt poſture bord 
Long have I ſcorn'd, I now defy thy pow'r. _ 
Bar. Tl put thy boaſted virtue to >the trial.—— 
Slaves, bear him to the rack. | 5 
Zepb. O ſpare my ſon | I 
Sure filial virtue never was a crime! 

Save but my ſon !—l yield me to thy wiſh: 1— SS. 
What do Ifay !—The marriage vou O horror! 3 
This hour ſhall make me thine | TSR 

Selim, What! doom thyſelf  ._ AT by 
e guilty partner bf a mucderer's bed, 3 

Whoſe hands yet teck with thy deet huſband's blood! 

By Heay'n, I ſwear, EO, 
"The guilty hour that gives thee to the arms 
Of that deteſted murderer, ſhall end WE Top nt wt 

This hated life !— SR » 
Bar. Or yield thee, or he dies 5 
Eapb. The conflict's paſt. —1 will thn. my qronnefy. _ 

We'll bravely die, as we have liv'd, with honour ¶ Embrace, 

Selim. Now, tyrant, pour thy fierceſt fury on us jw 

Now ſee, deſpairing guilt ! that virtue'ſtill -—— 

Shall conquer, tho' in ruin, 

Bar. Drag them hence: 
Her to the altar :- Selim to his fate. 
PI hear no more, —Guards bear them to their fate. © 
[Guards leis them. 
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Selim. One laſt es? 3 * 
Farewel, Fatewel ſor ever ar broggh avith . 
Zaph. One moment yet [—Pity a mother's pange i 8 
O Sclim! 
. Selim, O my mother | > [ Exeunt Selim and. aer 


2 CT v. Enter Barbaroſſa, Aladin, and guide 
. S'the watch doubled? Are the gates N 
I: Againſt ſurprize 7 . - 
Ala. I as are, and e op at: empt 
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Of force or treachery. > ; „„ KO : 
Bar. This whiſperd rumour 5 Fa oe 


an ne e 


ah 
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5 „„ BARBAROSS A. 8 1 8 
„„ Of dark conſpiracy | £7 | 
Seems but à falſe alarm. Our ſcpies ſent 0 out, 

Affirm that ſleep hath wrap'd the city. To 
Ala. But while Selim lives, 
| Deſtruction lurks within the. palace cally. Tf 
5 Bar. Right, Aladin. His a of fate approaches, 
5 How goes the night? 
Ala. The ſecond watch is near. 6 
Bar. Tis well! — Whene' & ic rings, the traitor de:: 
| Yet firſt the rack ſhall rend each _—_ from his dart | 
| _ Haſte, ſeek out Otbhman: | 
. Go, tell him, that deſtruction and the dba EIS 
Hang o'er young Selim's head, it ſwift compliance 
* 4.0 Plead not his pardon.. _ Adin, 
: 5 Stubborn 5 =; „ 
Had he not interpoſed, ſucceſs had erown'd; 
; ty love, now hopeleſs, —Then dat vengeance ſeize him, 
Enter Irene, | 
Tre. O night of horror Hear me, honour'd father! ! 
If e'er Irene's peace was dear to thee, | 
Now hear me Es | 
Bar. Impious!. dar ſt chou annbey 2 
Did not my ſacred will ordain thee hence? 
Get thee to reſt; for death is flirring here- 8 Is 
Ire. O fatal words ! By ev'ry. ſacred tye, | Ee We 2 
Recall the dire 'decree.—— Es . 9 
Bar. What wou'dſt thou 925 6 | . 
Whom plead for? . — 
Tre. For a brave unhappy prince, | 
Sentence d to die. 6 
Bar. And juſtly l- But this hour «+ CFR, 4 
The traitor hal fulflpd thy dream, and aimed = 
His dagger at my heart. | 4Þ 
Are. Che noble mind hates not a virtuous: us: | 
is gen'rous purpoſe was to ſave a mother! 
Bar. Damn'd was his purpoſe : and accurlt art chou, 5 
| . Whoſe perfidy wou'd ſave the dark aſſaſſin, n 
SYS Who — thy father's life — Hence, from my ſight. 
Ie. Oh, never, till thy mercy * my A | 
Bar. T hy Selim? Thine? | 
Ire. Thon koow'ft—by gratitude | 
He” s mine.—Had not his generous' _ redeem'd 
What then had been Leger Qh! . | 
But ſpare-the gen'rous youth, 


, Who ava me from diſhonovur ! 55 1 {3 
ne | . „ 4 
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So 


3 . 4 . | 
34 0 BAB 4. Vs 
Bar. By the pow'rs . 55 
Of great revepge, thy fond intreaties "RY NC 
His isnt death.—In him, by 11 puniſh thee.— N 


Away! 
Te. Yet hear me, ere my. tortur d foul 
Ruſh on ſome deed of horror! De | 
Bar. Convey the frantic idiot froin my preſence: FE. a 
See that ſhe do no violence on herſelf. ds I 
dre, O Selim! —generovus youth! — how have my fears 
Betray d thee to deſtruction!— Slaves, unhand mei — 
Think ye, I'Il live to bear theſe pangs of grief, 4 
Theſe horrors that oppreſs my tortur'd foul? / 
. Inbuman father —Generous, injur'd prince Ut. 
Methinks I ſee thee ſtreteb'd upon the rack, 0 41 
Hear thy expiring groans:—O hortor ! horror! 155 8 
6 What ſhall I do to fave him — Vain, alas! 5 
Vain are my tears and pray 'rs—At leaſt, Vil die. „ 
Death ſhall unite us yet! I[EExi: Treue ns _— * 
Bar. Otorment! torment! ; 5 
_ Ev'n in the midſt of paw'r— The vileſt flare | : - = 
More happy far than I !—The very child, : 
Whom my love cheriſh'd from her infant years, 
Conſpires to blaſt my peace !—O falſe , a 
Whither haſt thou lur'd me ? | „ 
8 Ev'n to this giddy height ; ; where now I 8 
if | Forſaken, comfortleſs ] with not a friend : . 
b In whom my ſoul can truſt. N 
Enter Aladin. 
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. " "Now Aladin P 

8 Haſt thou ſeen. Othman? 

He will not, ſure, conſpire againſt my peace? Es REP 
Ala. He's fled, my lord. I dread ſome lurking ruin. 

The centinel on watch ſays, that he paſy'd _ 

The gate, ſince midnight, with an unknown friend: 

And as they paſs'd, Othman in 1 oo g 

| Now farewel, bloody tyrant. FS 

Bar. Slave, thou ly'ſt, - 45 

He did not dare to ſay it; or, if he did, 5 

Why doſt thou wound my ear Tan 
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By the foul repetition ? | | TS 
What's to be done ? ſome miſchief lacks unſeen, e 
Ala. Prevent it then — . d 
Bar. By Selim's inſtant death— . 
Is the rack prepar d? )))TVVTTTTTT ot 5 
. Tis ready. VVV „„ 
in 3 Along ; 


. 


Ciloſe by my father's tomb ! I aſk no more. „„ 1 


* 


| Alobg the ground he lies, o erwhelm'd with chains, | 


Selim . in chains, executioners, Officer Se. and | 


Selim. how y goes the vight A 


© BARBAROSSA. 


The miniſters of death ſtand round ; and wait 
Thy laſt command. 

Bar. Once more [Ill try to bend 
His ſtubborn ſoul. Conduct me forthwith to him: 
And if he now refuſe my proffer'd kindneſs, | 
Deſtruction ſwallows him! _ - Claas. 


| rack. 
Selim. 1 pray you, friends, 
When Lan dead, let not indignity - | 
Toſult theſe poor remains: ſee them inter d 1 


Officer. They ſhall. _ „„ 


Officer. Thy hour of fate, 
The ſecond watch is near. 

Selim. Let it come on; | "Rag 
1 am prepar d-. 1 

Enter Barbaroſſa and guards, <7 

Bar. So- raiſe him from the ground. [They raiſe him. — 
Perfidious boy! behold the juſt rewards 1 
Of guilt, and treachery !—Didſt thou not pre 9 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I ſhould bene: 
Selim? s deteſted face? 


Selim. Then take it, tyrant. ; | „ | | 
Bar. Didſt thou not aim a dagger at my heart? 4 
Selim. I did. 5 | 


— 


Bar. Vet Heav'n defeated thy intent ; LS 


And fav'd me from the dagger. 


Sel, *Tis not ours 
To queſtion Heay'n, Tb' intent * not the deed . 


Is in our power: and therefore who dares SER 
Does greatly, „ : 
Bar. Yet think thee, ſtudborn . „ 
3 hat horrors now ſuround the- FVP 
Selim. Think'ſt thou, tyrant, e 
I came ſo ill prepar'd? f | 
He who cou'd bravely dare, can benny ſuffer. 14 
Bar. Yet, lo, I come; by pity led, to 258 hes. 
Relent, and fave Zaphira For the dell | ä 
- Ev'n now expects the centinel, * toll 
The ſignal off thy death. 3 ES 
Selim. Let guilt like thine „%%% 
- Termble at death ; 1 ſcorn thy Aut frown, 23 
e '*. Hens | 


Nor pray 78, nor eloquence of EE hall fare thee 


BARBAROSSA. 


7 36 


Is Hence, tyrant, nor profane my dying A 
f Bar. Then take thy wiſh. . * tolls. 


There goes the fatal Knell. 
Not all thy mother's tears, 


4 


1 1 — 
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From inſtant death. Yet ere the aſſaſſin die, 
Let torment wring each ſecret from his heart.. 
The traitor Othman's fled ; —Confſpiracy 
Lurks in the womb of night, and Tete ruin. 
Spare not the rack, nor ceaſe, till it extort 
The lurking treaſon. VE | [Exit Barberefive.. 
Selim. Come on then. [T hey bind bim. 
Begin the work of death, —O valiant friends, | 
; When will ye give me vengeance! | 
Enter Irent. 
|  hbre, Stop, O ſtop! R | | 
Hold your accurſed hands On me, on me 
Pour all your torments ;— How ſhall I approach thee ; 3 
Selim. Theſe are thy father” 5 gifts Let chou art 
3 guiltleſs; | 
Then let me take thee to my heart, thou beſt 3 os 
Moſt amiable of women! tun 
Ire. Rather curſe me, 
As the betrayer of thy virtue! 
Selim, Ah! | 
Ire. Twas I, — my fear, my frantic broth betray'd thee! 
Thus falling at thy feet! may 1 but PE 
For pardon ere I die! 
Selim, Hence to thy father 1 
Tre, Never, 0 never \—Crawlin in the guſt, 
Ill claſp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears! 
Tread me to earth ! IL never will complain 5 
But my laſt breath ſhallibleſs thee ! 
wu elim. Lov'd Irene! | 
hat hath-my fury dane? 1 5 
Tre. Can't thou, then, . „ 
+ Fares and pity me ? | | . 
Selim. 1 do, 1 do. 
Ire. On my kooes; 
Thus let me thank thee, — injur 0 prince — 


ö — 


O earth and Heav'n ! that ſuch unequal'd worth 


Shou'd meet ſo hard a fate That 1 That — 
Whom his love reſcu'd from the depth of woe, ag 
Shou'd be th' accurſt 3 Strike, in pity, | 
Aud end this bated —_ 


Selim, ; 


* 


[ 
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Submit to Heaven? $ high NOW Digs hes tire ; 


Shou'd iſſue at the wound! 


Slim. Ceaſe, dear. 8 fy 


| And to thy utmoſt pow r, 

My helpleſs, friendleſs mother! 
Ire. With my life - 

I'll ſhield her from each eg roa, hope alone 

Can tempt me to prolong a lite of woe! 

Selim. Q' my ungovern'd rage To hm on thee' | 
Fhus let me explate the cruel wrong, 8 
And mingle rapture with the pains of death! _ ; 

Officer. No-more.—Prepare the rack. 

Ire. Stand off, ye fiends! _ | - 
1 will I- «ling, No pow'r on earth mall part vs, 
Till I bave ſav'd my Selim ! -[4 vets 

Oer. Hark what Fung A: 

Strikes on mine ear? | Eg ti Be 
Selim. Again! : [ outs 
Alla. Arm, arm e and, murder! [Withoat. 

{ Emecutioners go to ſeize Selim. 

Selim, Off laves oe I will turn my ns de un. 
And daſh you piece · meal 5 

Ala. Where is the king ? . 

The foe pours in. | 
Officer. Death and ruin 

Follow me ſlaves, and ſave him. 

\*[ Exat Offcer and Excoutiontr, 

Selim; Now: bloody tyrant ! ! Now, thy hour is come! 
. at length hath iere 'd theſe N wall, 
And walks her deadly round!“ 

Ire. Whom doſt thou mean l my father * 

Selim. Thy father; | CEE 
Who. murder'd minel © „„ TEN 
ae. Is there no room for mercy? ; SAR"; 
O Selim! by our love — 5 | | 

Selim. Thy tears are vain! 

"Vahe: wars thy eloquence, tho? chad dag 3 


ee 


With an archangel's tongue! 7 75 


7re. Spare but his liſe! 
Selim. Heav'n knows I pity thee. Bot be muſt blend; 3- 


Tho' my own life-blood, nay, tho' thine, more . 


Ire. Muſt he then die? 
Las! me but ſee my ret he 1 ! 5 
ot me but e 
1 bers Fr Tons of _ 
Hark 


* 


0: -- BARBAROSSA. „„ 
Hark Y twastheclaſh of ſwords Hear Wee fithert. 
O cruel, cruel Selim! | + [Exit I ene, 

Selim. Curſe on this ſervile i chat binde me faſt, 

In pow'rleſs ignominy ; while my ſword - 
Shou'd haunt its Prey, and cleave the + pong down 5 
8 


Orb. Where i is the prince 5 
Selim. Here, Othman— O curſed, curſed chain! 
| Enter Othmas and party, who Free Selim. 
Ot. 0 my brave ern — Hear” a favours our deſigu. 
Enbraces Bim, 
Take that tool need not bid the aka it nobly." _ 
[Giving him a Flor, 
| Celine, Now: Barbaroſſa, let my arm meet thine: 888 
i all Laſk of Heavin! L Exit Selim. : 
Oh. Guard ye the prince [Part ge o 
Purſue his ſteps.— No this way let us turn, 
And ſeek the tyrant. - | Eæeunt Othman Se. 
1 8 CE oy E ne to the open Palace. 3 
: Enter Barharofſa. <_ - 
7 "ay Empire i is loft, and life: yet brave tevenge 
Shall cloſe my life in glory. * Otbmnan. 
Have I found thee, | ; 
Diſſembling traitor ?—Die |— _ {Barbareſſ 2 
; Enter Selim and Sadi,” 55 
Selin. The foe gives way: ſure this way went the f ſtorm, 
Where is the tyger fled What do 1 1 | 
Sadi. Algiers is free! - 
' Och. This ſabre did thee PREY | - ; 
Selim. T envy-thee the blow !——Valour ahne 
To wound the fallen.— But if life remain, | 
m3 will ſpeak daggers to his guilty foul!  - 
Hoa! Barbsroffa! ! Tyrant ! Marderer ! br fi 
*T is Selim, Selim calls thee! | . 
Bar. Off, ye finds! 0 . 
Torment me nct.—0 Selim art thou there Fo be: = 
Swallow me earth! | Er go 
Ode that I ne'er had wrong d the! 1 ö 
Selim. Doſt thou then . 
Repent thee. of thy crimes He does He doo! 1 
He graſps my hand! See the repentant tear, 
Starts from ths eye !—Doft thou indeed repent — 
Why then I do forgive thee:— And if crimes - 
Abhorr d as s dare plead to Heav't a for mercy — 
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She ſought her father where the tumult rag'd; 


Fled from my ſword : and as Iclefr him down, - 2 
She fainted at the fight. e 1 


2 Zamor, our truſty friend, at my command, 


Ws 


BARBAROSSA.. ©... 
| May heav'n have mercy on thee! e 
Bar. Gen reous Selim! 


Too good, — l have a daughter Oh, proteſt her! | 
Let not my crimes !— _ [Die 2 


0th, There fled the guilty foul ! ; 
Selim. Haſte to the city, —ſtop the rage of flaughter, | 


Tell my brave people, that Algiers 1 18 free ; 3 15 
And tyranny no more.  [Excunt Savers £78 


Enter Z mene. 5 


x Zaph. What mean theſe horrors !—whereſoc'er I turn 
My trembling ſteps, I find ſome dying wreteh, f 


Welt'ring in gore! And doſt thuu live, "wy Selim, 
Slim. Lo, there he lies! | ep] 
Zaph. The bloody tyrant ſlain ! | - „ 
O righteous Heav'n! = . 
Selim. Behold thy valiaut friends; 
Whoſe faith and courage have o'erwhelm'd the pow . 
Of Barbaroſſa. Here, once more, thy virtues 


© Shall dignify the throne and- bleſs thy people. 


Za b. Juſt are thy ways, O Heav'n !— Vain terror | 
-" dene; | 


Once more Zaphira' s bleſt My virtuous ſon, 


How fh I &er repay thy boundleſs love! 


Thus let me ſnatch thee to my longing arms, ak 1 


And on thy boſom weep my griefs away | 
Selim. O happy hour !—happy, beyond 
Ev'n hope (Look down, bleſt ſhade, 


From the bright realms of bliſs —Behold thy queen 1 
Unſpotted, unſeduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 5 
Behold the tyrant proftate at my feet! 


And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding * 

Accept thie ſacrifice! 
Zapb. My generous Selim. 

Selim. Where is Irene? | 
" Sad?, Wich looksgof wildneſs, and diaraged mien, 


She paſs'd me, while the coward Aladin 


Otb. But ſoon recover'd; | 3 


Conve y'd the weeping für- one to her chamber. 


Selim. Thanks to thy generous care come, let us ſeek 
| Th' affl.cted maid, : | 


* Zaph, | 


* 


3 — 


BARBAR os 8 A. 
2b. Her virtues might atone 


"For all her father's guilt by throne be hers : 
She merits all thy love. N 


Selim. Then hafte, andfindher,—Ofer her farher'ocrimes 
pi ity ſhall draw her veil, . 
When ſhe beholds the virtues of his child. 


Now let us thank th' eternal pow'r: convite'd, 
- That Heav'n but tries our virtue by . 


That oft the cloud which wraps the preſent 08 
| Serves but to brighten all our future days! 


| [Exeunt Orne. 
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